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Whisp’ring God’s message sweet, 

As I tell them of Love, and Joy, and Truth, 
And kindness to all they meet. 
For I love God’s children pure; 


Going on my birthday trip 
And into their Wee hearts sli 


Z, 
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I’m Miss Wee Wispom, just sizteen, 
To visit my little friends everywhere, 
Each month I go where’er I’m called, 


I nestle closely in their hearts 


50 
Bx O O b O O 
DG 
DG 
DG 
S96 Though some have grown, I love them stil 
© And all love me I’m sure. 
9 
ROOK 
Pp 
REO | | | | 


Vor. XVI. AUGUST, No. 1. 


THE WEE WISDOM CLUB 


BESSIE EVANS PETTINGER. 


SALLIE AND NELLIE REPRESENT 
THE CLUB AT THE BIRTH- 
DAY PARTY 


August was almost here, and as yet the Club had 
thought of no plan by which they might attend the birth- 
day party. School being out it seemed hard to get out 
writing material for letters, and besides, if each one of 
them wrote a letter there would be no room left in the 
little magazine for other guests. 


“We must surely be there, in some way or other,” 
they said, as they sat in a circle, beneath the biggest 
prune tree. 

“Let us send our delegates, as they do in women’s 
clubs and lodges,’ suggested Mildred. 

“That is a fine idea,” said Robert; and eager to 
display his knowledge of parliamentary law he insisted 
that they then and there proceed to elect, in right and 
proper manner, the delegates to Wer Wispom’s birth- 
day party. 

With much passing of paper and sharpening of 
pencils the ballot was cast, and resulted in the election 
of Sallie and Nellie as authorized delegates. 

“Well, what in the world are we to do, now that 
we are elected?” the two girls asked. 

“Write letters from us,” suggested Margaret. 

“Send your pictures,” advised Robert. 

“Sallie can make some paper dolls and Nellie can 
write a story about them,” said Lois. 
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“Send ’em our regrets,’ Tom Bell ventured. 

Each suggestion was dismissed until Mildred said, 
“If I had it to do I’d write a story. Each of you write 
a story about ‘Fairyland’; children always like to hear 
about that, especially if there is a lemonade lake and 
an ice cream mountain in the landscape.” 

So it was decided, and here are the stories: 


SALLIE’S STORY. 
A TRIP TO FAIRYLAND 


“Oh, I am so sleepy!” I said as I started up the 
stairs to bed. The light flickered faintly in a corner 
where the stairs curved and it was almost dark in that 
corner. 

I had just to take another step and I would have 
been past it—that dark little corner—but to my sur- 
prise my feet stuck fast to the floor. My feet would 
not let me stir unless I went straight in the direction of 
that fearful corner. I could not utter a word. 

I decided that to walk into the corner would be 
more pleasant than to stand alone for hours, maybe— 
my parents not going to bed—I knew, for they had 
been invited out for the evening. 

Well, to begin with I put my foot out in the di- 
rection of the corner and I found I could walk exceed- 
ingly well. I began to think of how I would waste the 
electric light. I had turned the light on in the hall and 
of course, could not walk back to turn it off. All at 
once the light did turn off and Oh, horrors of horrors! 
I was in the dark! 

There seemed to be a great deal of room in that 
corner—more than I expected at least. Some magical 
arms seemed to lift me and set me on the window ledge. 
Yes, truly there was a window, a magical one I sup- 
pose, for I was sure there was not a window there be- 
fore. 


I could look out at the sky, lighted by thousands 
of stars and the window was open. All at once I saw 
a beautiful little carriage, drawn by four white moths. 
A beetle was the coachman, and his green coat sparkled 
and shone in the moonlight, like a large emerald. 
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The magical arms lifted me into the carriage. To 
my surprise I saw several of my schoolmates and my 
teacher in this carriage. To think of our large selves 
in that dainty, fairy carriage, drawn by moths. I did 
not know we had all been made small. My friends had 
been caught in dark corners as I had been, and we won- 
dered where we were going. 

We found we all wore white silk dresses, and it 
seemed very strange. The little air carriage floated 
down lower and lower and we found ourselves in the 
depths of a deep forest. 

The same magical arms lifted us out of the car- 
riage. We were left alone in the dark forest and the 
carriage disappeared. We walked for some distance 
and at last we saw a red light ahead of us. We went 
in the direction of the light. 

When we were near to the light we saw it came 
from a large castle, which appeared as if made of a 
single ruby, though very large. 

At the door was an ugly old woman. She wore a 
red silk dress with a bodice and overskirts of black 
velvet. She wore a hat like that of Mother Goose and 
her face was wrinkled. 

“O ho, so ’tis you!” she said. “I sent for you in 
my fairy coach.” (We were all very much frightened.) 
“I suppose you know that I have no servants, but I 
need them very badly?” She then showed her dresses 
to my teacher and told my teacher she must keep the 
dresses mended and brushed. Gladys and Edna (two 
of my schoolmates) and I were sent to the kitchen, 
where, in the fire place burned a bright fire. The old 
witch told us to make a thistle-down pudding and some 
honey-dew tea for her supper, as she dined very late. 

“To make a pudding thistle-down and dew-honey 
tea, did she say?” said Gladys, turning the witch’s di- 
rections around. 

“No,” said Edna, “a thistle-down pubbing and hon- 
ey-dew tea.” 

“How are we ever going to do it?” said I. 

“Here’s a receipt book,’ said Edna, and for the 
first time we learned how to make thistle-down pud- 
ding and honey-dew tea. 
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All this time Mary, Muriel and Mildred were busy 
cleaning the queer palace. Nellie was reading out of 
a queer book to the old witch, that told about all magical 
wines and spells. 

The old witch was always displeased and cross at 
my friends and me, and we longed to be home. One 
night I was sitting alone in one of the great rooms of 
the Ruby Castle, and feeling very lonely and longing 
to be home. 


All at once the room was filled with light and a 
beautiful fairy stood by my side. “So you and your 
companions wish to be home,” said the fairy in a chim- 
ing voice, “and so you may. This castle, the old witch 
makes you think is carved from one single ruby. This 
is not true; this castle is only made of colored glass. 

“This witch has done many evil deeds. As long as 
this castle remains standing, the witch will have her 
powers, but if this castle should break, as it can be brok- 
en easily with a touch of the witch’s broomstick, she will 
lose all her powers. Go in quietly tonight when the 
witch is asleep. Touch the door of the castle, and the 
castle will disappear, also the witch,’ and the fairy 
vanished. 

That night I told the others what the fairy had 
said and later I crept in the witch’s room and got the 
broomstick. 

At last I touched the door of the castle and every- 
thing disappeared. 


The next thing we knew we were with the fairy. 
We thanked the fairy. She invited us to go on a trip 
which would take us to the foot of the Ice Cream Moun- 
tain. We all took plates and spoons and had any flavor 
of ice cream we wished, by digging into the different 
parts of the mountain. 


After a ride on the Lemonade Lake and a short on 
to the Cooky Islands (islands made of cookies), we 
were driven home in a coach drawn by butterflies. 

We enjoyed our trip very much, even with its trou- 
bles, and we wished to go again. 
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NELLIE’S STORY. 
OUR TRIP TO FAIRYLAND 


One time Sallie, Lois and I thought we would take 
a trip to Fairyland. We had a fairy god-mother to guide 
us so our mothers never worried about us. 

First we wanted to find out which was the best 
thing to travel on. We started out on camels but were 
in constant fear of falling off. 

Then we asked our fairy god-mother to change 
them into mules because we thought they would be more 
enduring. 

Now all mules have long ears but these were un- 
usually long. They were so long that they were con- 
stantly striking us in the face as we went up hill. We 
soon had to abandon the mules. Then we decided to 
walk to rest but we were soon tired out, and we began 
to plan what kind of transportation to have next. 

We asked our fairy god-mother to get horses for 
us and she did so. Away we galloped very fast. This 
was more fun than playing dolls. 

We soon reached fairyland. There were lemon- 
ade lakes and the mud was sweet chocolate. Beautiful 
fairies stood about with golden wands and every thing 
was beautifully illuminated with different colored lights. 
After a short time there, we began to think of home, 
sweet home. 

We started off again and were soon home in our 
mothers’ arms. 


LITTLE DOLLIE CLOTHESPIN 


By Marsorie Kerr. 


Little Dollie Clothespin went to town, 
To buy herself a pretty gown. 


Little Dolly Clothespin got to town, 
And there she saw a pretty gown. 


She went in the store to buy it, 
But when she got home she thought she would dye it. 
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“ICICLE PALACE” 


DOROTHY’S DREAM 


I dreamed that a great many fairies were dancing around. 
Mama and I were fairies too and dancing with the others, but 
mama was the beautifulest! She had golden hair and a gauzy 
white dress. By magic her hair was caught with roses and 
fastened to the front of her dress. Her wings were yellow 
and blue and red and purple and white. And if you lifted 
up the dress you would find another one all ready to wear when 
the top one was worn out, and under each dress was another 
one. 


The minute I told one of the fairies about mama’s dresses, 
instantly her dress had holes and the wings were faded and 
the petals of the roses dropped off. She touched her old 
clothes with her magic wand and there was a pretty red dress 
with purple wings and orange color and lavender and gray. 

All the fairies danced and then scurried away home to 
the Icicle Palace. On the way there was green grass and lovely 
flower beds and nice trees and against each tree a seat. The 
Icicle King and Queen had parties there. 

When we came to the palace we saw stone steps and a 
stone wall going around, and a cement walk that went up 
to the Icicle Palace. 

The palace was made of stone and the upper part was 
made of burnt wood, and on the top of the burnt wood, to 
serve for a roof, icicles were hanging over and waving in the 
breeze. And for a little fence over the windows there were 
lots of icicles. The seats on the palace porch were white of 
icicles. 

It was growing night when we got there and the sun had 
just left the sky, and the sunset colors made it all so pretty. 

We had a delicious supper in the palace dining room which 
had white ceiling and white walls. There was a pretty de- 
sign all along on’ the wall and it showed a beautiful fairy. 
The floor instead of being ordinary, was white marble. On 
both sides there were red lights that kept on going over the 
tops of the windows. 

Out doors there were green lights after it was dark, and 
they made the icicles look pretty. 

All the fairies had to sleep on an icicle bed, but we were 
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snugged up with plenty of covers. The walls of the bed room 
were made of white crepe paper. The furniture was made of 
ice. 


While we were asleep one fairy jumped out of bed and 
lit up the room with red lights and waked us all up. She 
touched the door with her magic wand and it flew open. Then 
we all skipped out into the garden and found the Icicle King 
and Queen and icicle fairies having a party, so we stayed and 
danced and played. 


Dorothy 


There was a bouquet of little trees in a fountain place 
and water all around them. This was called “The Fountain of 
Trees.” It had a border of icicles instead of stone border. 
All around it the fairies danced taking hold of hands. 

After our dancing we sat down under some trees and had 
a little lunch. And best of all there was a big freezer of ice 
cream. 


After the party we touched our dresses with our wands 
and they were changed, so we were all like twins—in purple 
with white wings—all but mama. Her dress couldn’t be 
changed unless it was worn out. 

We flitted about the gardens until the snow came down, 
then we hustled back to the Icicle Palace and went to bed. 

Love from Dororny. 


Written down just as told by Dorothy the next morning 
—two days before her 6th birthday. 


WEE WISDOM 
A WEE'S FAITH 


Hadley ‘%oyce has made some remarkable demonstrations. 
On one occa:: n his brother Ira, aged 8, was taken with fever 
and for two days he lay hardly knowing any of the family. 
On the third day Hadley said to his mother, “Leave me with 
Ira, mother. I want to be all alone.” She did as he requested 
and in an hour’s time when she came upstairs at his call found 
Ira’s fever gone and he was all smiles and said, “Mother, I 
want something to eat, and then I want to get up,” which he 
did. When asked what he did Hadley said, “I went into Si- 
lence, mother, and I held the thought, ‘You are God’s child 
and through his power you are healed. All pain and fever 
must leave for that is God’s wish.” Another time Hadley lost 
his ball and he was very anxious for another. It went on for 
over a week and one day his uncle came on a visit. He asked 
Hadley why he did not play ball. When told he had lost his 
ball he gave him money to buy a much nicer one than the one 
he had lost. “Oh!” he said, “I knew I would get that ball. 
I have blessed it every time I passed the window and said, 
‘Ball, you are mine,’ and I knew I would get it.” Now this 
is Wee Wispom’s way. 


Esther 
Griffin 
Trull 
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Torexa, Kans. 
Dear Wee Wispom.—My sweet dolly is fast asleep so I 
will write you a letter. She is dear and I love ’er. Papa 
calls ’er Christena Squallena but that is not her really truly 
name at all. It is just Gladys Odessa Callihan Hardy. Papa 
almost never does get doll’s names right. I named my grand- 
ma “Hollyhock.” I named me “Morning Glory” ’cause I do 
love the morning glories so bad. Mama calls me It, but papa 
only calls me Tumelkins. If Lowell could be our big boy 
he could play paper dolls with Francis and me and I would 
tell ’*im where my baby caterpillar is sleeping away. The 
grapes are green but the ’sturtiums are blooming. Morning 
glories are sweet. Uncle Det came. Now ’e’s gone to Aunt 
Hallie’s. ’E’s a very nice man. Big and kind. I send my 
love to every body in the world. 
“Morninc Grory” (Janet Harpy). 


La Porte, Texas. 

Dear Unity Wees.—It seems such a long time since I 
have seen you but your bright loving faces still shine within 
my heart. I wish to hold just one remember word with you 
for next Sunday. “I am Infinite Love.” We are down 
on the beach for a visit and are having a fine time. I would 
love to have you down here. Mama sends her love to the lit- 
tle Wees and Mrs. Fillmore. With love to all. I would like 
to hear from you as soon as possible. I am God’s Infinite 
Child. Hazet Davis. 


SEATTLE, WasH. 

Att You Wees.—How would you like to live way over 
here on the Pacific coast in a city of hills where you could 
see the water all day long? And how would you like to be one 
of eight children (from 19 years to 9 months)? I suppose 
you know that this is the city where they held the Alaska- 
Yukon Pacific Exposition last year and where so much gold 
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Drawn by Dana Bronson 


is shipped from the Klondike. If you want to know more 
about this part of your country come and pay us a visit. 
A Wisdom Gatherer, Dana Bronson. 
P. S. Although we are westerners we have an eastern 
automobile and we spent our fourth on a picnic. 


WooptannD, WasuH. 
Dear Wees.—This is my first letter to you. I have three 
sisters, and one brother nine weeks old. I like Wee Wispom 
very much. I will close now with much love to you all. 
Epona DunHam. 


Vancouver, B. C. 
Dear Wee Wispom.—I think you are the nicest maga- 
zine I ever took, and I am going to write you a little letter 
for the birthday number. I must tell you about my garden 
first. I have some pansies in it, some nasturtiums, two rose 
trees, and quite a few more flowers. My pansies are doing 
very nicely. This morning I counted 46 pansies. I went in 
bathing every day this week but Thursday and the sea is 
lovely and warm. I can’t swim very well yet but I am learn- 
ing to swim. I have two big dolls called Rose and Margaret, 
and a baby doll called Violet. My uncle bought a dog last 
night. He is black with yellow legs and white feet. With 

much love to all you little Wees, Joyce Hawtey. 


Upper Atton, Itt. 
Dear Wees.—This is my first letter to you. I love to read 
the Wee Wispom. I am thirteen years old and in the 5th grade 
at school. I stay with Mrs. Augusta Luley. She gets the Unrry 
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and got the Wee Wispom for me and I love to read it. I 
like Blanche’s stories and Bible Lessons. I will tell you about 
my little goose. We have a big pan for her to swim in and 
she goes in and comes out and spreads her wings and runs 
after the chickens and hollers “mama,” and whenever it hears 
us talk it hollers “mama” too. It will be three months old 
the 20th of July. We have picked its feathers too. Please 
copy in August book. Love to all, from Jutta Doerr. 

Care of Mrs. Aueusta Lutey. 


Campen, ARK. 

Dear Eprror.—Enclosed please find a piece which I wrote 
for Wee Wispom. It all came to me in a dream and I wrote it 
and mama said that it was remarkable. I am ten years of 
age, and in the fifth grade at school. I close with love to all 
the Wees. I am your loving Wee. Mixprep Reeves. 


THOU SHALT NOT WORRY 


or 
The Sermon That Mildred Dreamed Out. 


We are beginning to realize that we must do our duty 
and that we were put here on earth to make other ones hap- 
py and not ourselves all the time. As the time passes on, we 
go about giving as much as we can to build up missionaries, 
and to help our new learners who have not found heaven to 
be within themselves. But as we grow younger every day and 
from year to year we learn all the interpretations of these 
strange things which occur in our lives and which grow from 
day to day, and sometimes nearly make us give up and turn 
away from God. 

It all comes back to us and we can stop and relax our 
minds and draw closer to God, and it is all right. We can 
jump up and go on and feel all forgiven. These mishaps are 
called falls, but don’t let them hinder us. We must jump up 
and go on like nothing had happened. 

When we feel worried and broken down we can keep the 
motto which I have just made, “Thou shalt not worry, for 
*tis this which makes us unhappy.” 
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Marenoo, IL. 
Dear Wee Wisvom.—I will tell you about my visit to Aunt 
Helen and Aunt Mary. Brother and I came with grandmother 
from Chicago. I play with Buzzy, the kitten of the story in 
Wee Wispom. I liked the trip here very much. We buy milk 
from Borden’s big milk plant every day. The building is 
back of Aunt Mary’s house. It is fun to see the farmers drive 
in with their milk wagons early every morning. Aunt Helen 
was cutting the grass the other day, for maybe we children 
will have a party on the lawn. There are nice little girls in 
Marengo I play with. We are going to the Sunday school 
picnic on Tuesday. Marengo is a very pretty place. Your 

loving friend, M. Gaveer. 


Oax Lawy, R. I. 

Dear WEE Wispom.—I went to Newport not very long ago 
and I went in paddling with my cousin. It was a Sunday 
school excursion and we went by way of water from Provi- 
dence, R. I., and had a very nice sail. It took about three 
hours each way. Next week I expect to go to my grandma’s in 
Somers, Conn., and stay till school begins next fall. My Aunt 
Hattie Schoepf lives in Kansas City now and I hope she will 
see my letter. Here is my story: 

Once there was a little girl who had a kitty and a dolly. 
One day a friend asked her which of the two she liked best, 
and she answered in a whisper, “I love my kitty best but please 
don’t tell my doll.” 

From your little Wee, Lynpa Baker. 


Kawnsas Crry, Mo. 
Dear WEE Wisnom.—I want to tell you what a good time 
we had last fourth. We did not have many firecrackers, so 
we went on a picnic. We went to the creek about two miles 
away. We took old clothes so we, could go in swimming. We 
ate our dinner on a sandbar. After we had dinner we went 
swimming and had a fine time. After playing in the water 
a long time we went home. It was moonlight that night, so 
we sat on the porch and shot our fire crackers. It was the 
jolliest fourth I ever spent My age is 101, years. 
Mirtan Exren 
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Bexorr, Wis. 

oF Wee Wispom.—We 
received Wee Wispom yesterday, and 
it just seems as if it grows better 
and more beautiful with every issue, 
as all Truth children should do. It 
could not be improved, it is all one 
can desire and fulfills its mission in 
every respect. We are sending the 
verses we promised and trust they 
will not be too late for the party. 
Thought if we sent several you would 
select the best. 


anp Rusy 


San Francisco, Cat. 

Dear WeE Wispom.—I will call this a birthday letter. I 
was reading in one of the Wee Wispoms about “Kindness to 
Dumb Animals” and it reminded me of a cunning little story 
about some mice. I am sure it is true because the mice be- 
longed to my cousins. One evening they were sitting very 
quietly in the library with my aunt and uncle when they heard 
a scratch, scratch. They all sat very still and listened. Very 
soon they saw the head of a mouse appear and in a minute it 
was scampering about the room. The children had no fear 
of it and its antics charmed them. They thought it was look- 
ing for food so they insisted on leaving some crackers and 
cheese spread on a napkin on the floor for it. Next morning the 
food was gone. Every night before they went to bed they 
did the same thing. Little mousie told his friends and soon 
they came with him to have some of the good things. Then my 
uncle decided he would have to set a trap. The children were 
very unhappy at the suggestion, but at last they consented. 
The trap was arranged so that the mice could be caught 
and not injured, nor hurt in any way. The first time there was 
one little prisoner. Virginia, my elder cousin, took him out 
carefully and put him in a cracker box with a glass front. It 
had cotton in one corner for a bed and its food was spread on 
the floor. The trap was regularly set and in time they had a 
dozen little pets. At the end of a couple of days the mice 
would be tame enough to eat out of their hands. That summer 
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the family were going abroad and of course the mice had to 
be disposed of and also made happy. They decided to turn 
them loose in a field. They took the box in their machine and 
motored a few miles out of town. They let the mice out and 
set the box on end so they could have shelter if they needed 
it and spread food on the ground for them so they would be 
provided for while they were in a strange place. I have often 
wondered what happened to the little mice. Wishing you a 
very happy birthday, I am your Wee, Saran d’ Ancona. 

P. S. Two little friends of mine are writing stories for 
you and I am sending you a little poem my Cousin Virginia 
wrote. 


Preasanton, NEB. 
Dear Wee Wispom.—The middle of June, mama, Mar- 
jorie (my sister), and I went on a visit. Papa and mama went 
on to St. Joseph to order some dry goods. They left Marjorie 
and I to my Aunt Jennie’s. My Uncle Gene was cultivating 
corn. He has the highest corn I saw down there. He lives 
two miles northeast of Minden. Marjorie and I feed and wa- 
ter Aunt Jennie’s chickens and then we gather the eggs at 
night. We have to go under a railroad track to go to town. 
One time we went to get mama. Then we went to my Uncle 
Alvin’s and stayed there a day and a night. They have a 
little baby boy. Its name is John Smead. It is about a year 
young. Saturday evening we went to Juniata. We got there at 
non and some of our friends were waiting for us. We stayed 
there until the four o’clock train came in and then we started 
for Kearney and got there at six o’clock. Then we went home 
Monday night. Santa Claus did bring me my Flexible Flyer. 

Yours truly, Artuur Hays. 


MISS DAISY. 


“Little Miss Daisy lives in the grass, 

A merry little flower-lass, _ 
Her cap frills are as white as snow, 
She nods her greetings so and so; 
Little Miss Daisy’s cousin Sue, 
Lives next door as cousins do, 

But black-eyed Susan’s very gay, 
And wears her yellow cap all day.” 

—Selected by Ruth and Ruby Fielder. 
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Pa. 
Dear Wee Wispom.—I am sending you a photograph of 
my little baby brother who is three months old; my little sister, 
four years; and myself, eleven years. I was promoted to the 
fifth grade, B, this year in school. I spent a week at my 
aunt’s house. There is a lovely lawn with many kinds of 


flowers in it. There are Lilies of the Valley, roses, lilies, flags 
and many others. Among the vegetables there are radishes, 
lettuce, beans and others. Wishing Were Wispom a happy 
birthday I will close. With love from 

Crarice A. WHEELER. 
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Tres Pinos, Cat. 
Dear Wees.—This is the first letter I have written to 
you. I am nine years old. I was promoted to the fifth grade. 
There was a bronze liberty bell medal for the one who made the 
highest average in all of our examinations. We went to cel- 
ebration in Hollister yesterday. They did not have a very 
long program. I like Wee Wispom very much. I enjoy read- 
ing the stories and Bible Lessons. I enjoy most, the “Wee 
Wisdom Club.” I wrote a little story for you. I thought 
maybe you could put them in. I will close for this time. Your 
loving little Wee. Marcaret Fruits. 
P. S. My average was 97, the highest. I got the medal. 
—M. F. 


THE STORY OF ROVER 


Once there was a dog named Rover. His master was very 
mean to him. One day his master would not give him any- 
thing to eat for two days and he was nearly starved. His 
master would not feed him so he ran off. He ran until he 
came to a lady’s house. The lady was out in the garden water- 
ing the flowers. Rover thought he would go in. The lady 
said, “Come doggie,” and Rover went in. The lady said, 
“I guess you are hungry and where do you live?” Rover 
barked and wagged his tail. He would bark and then take 
a little jump towards his home. The lady did not know where 
he lived but said, “Come in and I will give you something 
to eat.” The dog was treated very good. The lady never 
found out whose dog he was. The man did not want the dog 
back again and he did not look for it—Margaret Fruits. 


Mo. 

Dear Wee Wispom.—I thought I would try to help cele- 
brate your birthday. I love the little paper very much. I 
am much interested in the Wee Wisdom Club. I think it is 
nice. Blanche‘s Corner is very nice. The other day I was 
watching a little young bird in a tree in the yard. It had 
just come from the nest and could not fly very well. It sat 
upon a limb and kept flapping its little wings while its mama 
every now and then would come and bring it food, and all the 
while it flapped its wings and kept trying to fly. So if one 
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fails in anything be like little birds, keep trying and finally 
you will succeed. Good bye to all the Wees. From your 
loving friend, Miss Grace Orttorr. 


Exeter, Cat. 
My Dear Wee Wispom.—I am six years old, can read 
and write; have been taking Wrz Wispom for almost a year 
and enjoy the letters and stories very much. I have three 
brothers—Seabright, Lyle and Paul. Am sending you our 
picture taken on a donkey our uncle gave us last summer. 


The colored boy’s name is Henry, he belongs to us too, our 
aunt brought him to us from Virginia, he takes care of our 
little Paul, and would fight for any of us. We think lots of 
him. We are going to the mountains this summer. Wish 
some of the little Wees could go with us. We would let them 
ride as there is always room for one more on our donkey. 
Hope this will reach you in time for your birth-month number. 
With best wishes, Your friend, Lee Ecsert Duncan. 


MERCHANTVILLE, N. J. 
Dear Wee Wispom.—I hope you will have a happy birth- 
day. I always have a nice time on my birthday. I guess 
everybody does. I caught a turtle and he has hidden himself 


> 
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down in our cellar for three days. I call him Bud. Some 
people call me Bud and I don’t like it very well, so I called the 
turtle Bud so folks would call me my right name. The tur- 
tle’s whole name is “Barnacle Bud Sleater.” I go to Seaside 
Park to camp with father; that’s where I caught the turtle. 

My mother is in Brazil. She will be home soon. I'll be 
glad to see her when she gets home, I'll hug her as tight as 
I can. Tomorrow father is going to take the girls and me 
on a boat ride up the Delaware River, but we can’t fish be- 
cause the boat goes too fast. Marion is writing this for me 
because I can’t write very’ plainly, but I’ll be in the second 
grade when I go back to school. Well, guess that’s all. So — 
long. Cuarres Firtmore SLeater. 

‘P. S. The girls said that they were glad it was Wee Wis- 
pom’s birthday. 


Lyons, Iowa. 
Dear Auntie Firtmore—I am always glad when the 
postman brings Were Wispom, and can hardly wait until 
mother can read it to us. We had a very nice time on our 
visit to Unity and are coming again some time. I like to 


ANTHONY. Mariam 


look at your pictures and think of you all. I am sending 
you Marian’s and my pictures. I am six years old and am 
going to school in September to learn to read and write. With 
love to all the Wees and the dear friends at Unity, I am, 
Lovingly yours, ExizasetH ANTHONY. 


} 
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Harpy, Nese. 

My Dear Wee Wispvom.—As August is your birthday I 
will write you a letter. I suppose all the little Wees have been 
as busy as I have. Mama gave me some of everything she 
planted. I have watched and studied the life of each little seed 
and plant. Mama and I both enjoy watching the little life 
spring out of the ground. We have a very pretty bed of pansies 
and they are blooming so nice for us because we love them so. 
I have some water melon vines. Afterwhile if some of the 
little Wees will come and see me I will give them some melons, 
right off of the ice. I helped mama with the chickens so she 
said I might have some of them. I help my papa by carry- 


ing water out to him when he is in the field. I forgot to tell 
you that I live on the farm. I have two little puppies and 
they are just like little babies. I did have four but we gave 
them away. I wish I could talk to you instead of writing. I 
could say so much more. I am going to send you a picture of 
me feeding the chickens. This is my third letter to you, but 
my second letter was not in Wee Wispom. I hope that this 
will be in your birthday number. I must close, wishing you 
a happy birthday. Lots of love to you all. 
Marcia Bates. 


Sparks, Nev. 
Dear Wee Wispom.—This is my second letter to you. I 
enjoy all the stories, but best of all, I think, is the Wee Wis- 
dom Club. I am eleven years of age and will be in the seventh 
grade at school next term. Your loving Wee,Heren Cant. 
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Visauia, Car. 
Dear Wee Wispom.—I thought I would write to you be- 
fore I went away. I am going away to Oakland to stay two 
months. It is getting too warm here for me. It gets awfully 
warm here in summer. I have a nice garden full of pretty 
flowers. I have violets, morning glories, poppies, Shasta daisies 
rose bush and lilacs. I did have a vegetable garden but they 
are all gone now. We have a ditch that runs through our 
yard and it’s very pretty in the summer time. Well, I will 
close with love and best wishes for a very happy birthday. 

Louise ParKER. 


WEEHAWKEN Heiouts, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wispom.—Enclosed I have written a little poem; 
next month will have another one, its name is “Three Little 


Kittens.” Love to all Wees. Marsonre Kerr. 
San Cho 


Drawn vy Louise Parker. 


Easr Sr. Louris, Int. 
Dear Wee Wispom.—I have no garden because we had 
to move and I did not have a chance to make one. We had 
two gardens at school in our room. One was a flower and the 
' other a vegetable garden. The vegetable garden grew the 
best. We got two or three nasturtiums off the nasturtium 
plants. I will quit for this time. Your loving Wee, 
Emma KLosterMann. 
P. S. I am going away and will tell you about my visit 
when I come back. I hope you have a nice birthday and lots 
of letters for the party.—E. K. 
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Oror1no, Ipano. 
Dear Wee Wigpom.—A dear friend in Weaubleau, Mo., has 
paid Wee Wispom’s traveling expenses for a year. My twin 
brother, Harry, and I love the paper and our friend too. I 
am sending a drawing of a true bear story. We live in the pine 
forest in northern Idaho and there are deer, bears, cougars, 


and all kinds of game here. I started to meet papa one even- 
ing and met “Sir Bruin” instead. I ran home in a hurry; 
even my dog Buster, was frightened. Brother Harry and I 
call that road “The Bear Trail” now and we do not like to 
travel it alone. Love to all the Wees. From 
Perry anp Harry MU Luixkin. 

P. S. We will be nine years young on Aug. 26. We hope to 

see this in the Aug. Wispom. 


Bautston, Va. 
Dear Wee Wispom.—I am a little girl seven years old. 
My school is out now. I am having a good time during my va- 
cation. I have two little sisters, one five years old and one 
seven months old. We have a pet chicken named Pettie and 
a little gray kitty. I love to read the “Wee Wisdom Club” 
and the letters from all the little Wees. | Rusy McGrew. 
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Dayton, TENN. 
Dear Mrs. Firumore.—I have receive® the July number 
of Wer Wispom. It has made me realize that the next number 
will be the birthday number which I so much enjoy. In our 
public school song book is a little song we have sung through- 
out the year. The children enjoy singing it so much, that I 
have made it the basis of this little song for Wrz Wispom’s 
birthday. I have copied the music and send the new words 
for the birthday number. My! Wee Wispom certainly is get- 
ting to be a big girl! The bigger she gets, the more love 
and truth and other good things she can bring with her on her 
monthly visits to us. I have been wondering what Wee Wis- 
pom’s new dress will be like this year. I know the birthday 
number will be as successful as usual, for Wee Wispom is al- 
ways teaching us good things, which can be expressed in many 
ways. Wishing to meet all the little Wees on this happy oc- 
casion, I am, most lovingly, yours, Werr-Wre Bennam. 
Wirpranam, Mass. 
Dear Wee Wispom.—lI really haven’t had any time to 
write to you before for I’ve been going to the Forest Park 
School in Springfield, and I only came home once a week. 
School closed yesterday, the last day of June. My! but I was 
glad to get home to stay. As long as I like drawing so well, 
I will send one. Every month I like Wee 
Wispom so much better. My brothers and 
sisters love to hear your beautiful stories. 
This summer my school teacher, Miss Brosnan, 
is going abroad for the whole summer long. 
She is going to travel all over Europe. 
If Wee Wispom loves me as I love her 
No knife can cut our love in two. 


Your loving Wee, 


Heren Harpy. 


“Tender little violets coming in the spring, 

Happy hopes of summer to our hearts you bring, 

Your delicious perfume scenting all the air, 

Guide us where you’re hiding in the pollen fair.” 
—Selected by Ruth and Ruby Fielder. 
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Exeter, Cat. 
Birthday greetings to Wee Wispom! Our birthdays are 
near together for I will soon be eight, and I have finished 
fourth reader, elementary geography, decimals, U. S. history 
through 1892. I like the story of Gen. Gage and the Boston 
boys. I want to find a picture of my dainty sister. She is 
2Y, years, talks as plain as I 
do. Here is one of my French 
stories for some Wee to trans- 
late in the September number. 
I like Blanche’s thought: “Love 
never faileth.” It helps me to 
be patient. 
Les Lapins. 
Avez-vous vu nos lapins? 


Venez les voir. L’un est blane 
avec des taches noires; et L’autre est tout gris. Ils mangent du 


son et des laitues. Regardez leurs yeaux luisants et leurs 
longues oreilles. 


Love to all Wees. 


LapprE CaRNEY. 


MARY ELIZABETH CARNEY 
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CaseYvILLe, IL. 
Dear Wee Wispom.—Enclosed find 50 cents for the re- 
newal of Wee Wispom. Also find enclosed the words of a 
song which I selected and think are very beautiful. Here is 
a little verse which I think is very beautiful: 
“Kind hearts are the gardens, 
Kind thoughts are the roots, 
‘Kind words are the flowers, 
Kind deeds are the fruits.” 
I will close with love to you and all the Wees. 
Anwa 


Suumway, 
Dear Wee Wispom.—tThis is my first letter to you. I am 
eleven years old and I am in the seventh grade at school. I 
am glad to get Wee Wispom and I am very fond of reading 
the stories and letters in it. We have been taking Wee Wis- 
pom for two years. I like to read the epistles and also 
Blanche’s Corner. I like to draw and will send some of my 

drawing later. Letanp 


LITTLE BEGINOO’S BIRD STORY 

My little name is “Bonnie Virginia,” but I say “I am 
little Beginoo, ’cause I can’t say such long words! But I 
want to tell you "bout some ’nary birds up at mudder’s house 
one day. Their are named “Trill” and “Janjan.” Well, they 
were fighting, "bout a piece of lettuce and pretty soon Trill 
hopped behind Janjan and took hold of one of her tail feath- 
ers with his bill, and Janjan screeched and tried to pull 
away and Trill held on so tight and the feather came out 
and Trill fell over and nearly turned a summer-set! 

Well, Genie is my little brother and he takes the Were 
Wispom Magazine and what do you ’spose! There was a 
story "bout him and our little cousins and Bonnie, my little 
auntie! I think I know something true about some birds 
and mudder says maybe animals understand more than we 
think. Well, our Uncle C. lives here in Seattle and he can 
whistle lovely! just like birds and when he talks to animals 
and things they look at him and answer like they knew what 
he said! He has a splendid big Collie, named “Eenie,” and 
when my uncle goes out to sprinkle the lawn, Eenie always 
stands close by him and barks at everything, but when my 
uncle puts the sprinkler on, there are a lot of little robins, oh! 
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sometimes a dozen of them, fly down out of the trees and get 
under the sprinkler and take a bath and chirp and flutter 
their wings and Uncle C. talks and whistles to them. The 
first time they came Eenie started to growl, but Uncle C. 
said, “No! Eenie! that’s all right! Don’t scare the little 
brothers!” So now, Eenie stands very still close to Uncle C. 
and sorter laughs, with his mouth and looks at the birds and 
then at Uncle C. and the litle robin are not even afraid! 
One time Uncle C. and his wife were out in the woods, 
taking a walk, and they heard some bird saying “Kawaba! 
Kawaba!” over and over, and Uncle C. began to whistle and 
say, “Why, Jim! What’s the matter?” like he was so sorry, 
and pretty soon an old lame crow flew down close by him 
and looked up and kept saying “Kawoba! Kawoba,” over and 
over, and Uncle C. talked to him and called him “Jim,” and 
said, “What’s the matter, poor old Jim?” and the crow hopped 
along by him, and talked and listened till they came to town, 


then he stopped and kept calling, but would not go any 
further; and it made Aunt Birtie sorry, for she said that poor 
old crow was in trouble! JIMMIE. 


Cincinnati, Onto. 
Dear Wee Wispom.—This is my first letter to you. I think 
Wee Wispom is a fine book for children. I am eleven years 
young and [ am in the seventh grade. My mama takes Unity 
and is well pleased with it. I would like very much to belong 
to the “Wee Wisdom Club.” I would like to know what I 
must do to belong to it. From your loving Wee, 
Ruth Fraum. 


Cuicaco, Itt. 
Dear Wee Wispom.—This is my second letter to you. I like 
you very much. You were given to me as a present. I have 
taken you two years and hope to take you another. Uncle 
Sam’s soldiers are visiting Chicago. They are camping at 
Grant Park on the Lake Front. There is 5,000 of them in 
all. I went to see them drilling. What an awful thing war 
must be? Well, they are certainly worth seeing. They were 
here over a week. Well, I will close with love to all the Wees. 

Your loving Wee, Maser Evans. 
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HELEN’S VISIT 
By “Aunt Deb.” 


When little Helen Mary 
Moore went to visit her little 
cousin Hester, she left her 
home in a beautiful city where 
there were great big moun- 
tains and great big trees and 
wide shady streets, and went 
a long way on the train to a 
place where there wasn’t any 
trees, except forests of sage- 
brush and where the sun just 
shone, and shone, and shone, 
and, sometimes the wind just 
blew, and blew, and blew! But 
she went with her mama, and 
besides, she had her great 
big doll, Mary, to keep 
her company, and how Mary 

HELEN. did enjoy that long ride, 
sitting by the car window looking out; sometimes she 
grew a little tired and then she tipped over just a little bit 
and shut her big brown eyes, and then Helen put her to bed 
on the seat for a good nap. And so the time passed pleasantly 
enough until by and by the cars stopped at a little town 
where there were trees and shady streets and pretty houses 
—and there was Aunt Deb and Doris and Hester waiting 
to greet them. Then there was a long ride out into the coun- 
try, past fields of waving grain and acres and acres of sage 
brush and little streams of water—and then, Aunt Deb’s 
house! First, there was supper—and then just play until 
bed time—for you know—the children hadn’t seen each other 
for a whole year, and time was so precious that they just 
mustn’t lose the teentiest, weentiest moment of it. So, for 
days and days they played in the sweetest harmony, and they 
were always ready for the good Sand man when he came 
with his sleep thoughts every night. 

Sometimes they would put on an old dress and run down 
to the canal and wade and splash around in the water and 
have the most fun; then perhaps a ride on good Queen, the 
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old black mare , would come next. Then sometimes they took 
their dollies and some lunch and went away out and sat in 
the shade of the big sage brush trees and sometimes they 
found the “cunningest” little places, all green moss or grass 
—like really, truly fairy houses—and, once—how they did hurry 
to the house because they wanted to write something to grand- 
ma. This is what they wrote: 

Dear GRanDMA: 

We have found Fairies’ houses. Will you please send 
us a little glass to look through and see the fairies with? 

Yours lovingly, 
Hester HEren. 

“Aunt Deb says there’s fairies everywhere, mama,” re- 
marked Helen, when they had finished the letter. “Mama 
says our thoughts are fairies,” said Hester, as they ran out 
to finish the picnic under the sage brush. 

But, oh, dear me, this isn’t telling about all the rest of 
the fun they had; those play dinners with “truly” food and 
those make-believes with the “beautifullest” mud cakes and pies 
—but my paper won’t hold any more and, anyway, the day 
came all too soon for Helen and her mama to go home and 
then there was another long ride to town—and the last thing 
Hester saw was Helen and Mary, side by side, in the car 
seat—Helen waving her hand and the last thing Helen saw 
was Hester waving her hand and calling “good-bye.” 


Locan, Utan. 
Dear Wee Wispom.—I am a little girl 11 years old. I amin 
the fifth grade at school. My father just subscribed for Unrry 
for himself and Wee Wispom for my sister and I. I like it 
fine and hope I can take it always. And I will send fifteen 
cents in stamps for the book, “The Garden, the Gate and the 
Key.” With love to all the Wees. A new Wee, 
Luetta Barnpven. 


Locan, Utan. 
Dear Wee Wispom.—Papa just subscribed for Wee Wispom 
and I think you are just a lovely little book. I like the Bible 
Lessons and also the “Wee Wisdom Club.” I will send 15 
cents for the book, “Short Truth Stories, Poems,” etc., Vol- 
ume I. With love to all the Wees. A new Wee. 
Barnven. 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS. 


Lesson 6, August 7 
JESUS ON THE WAY TO JERUSALEM.—Matt. 
19:1, 2; 13: 26. 


GOLDEN TEXT—Jesus said, Suffer little children and 
forbid them not, to come unto me, for of such is the kingdom 
of heaven—Matt. 19: 14. 

And now we come to the story about the mothers who 
brought their babes to be healed by Jesus. The disciples 
rebuked the women. They thought that Jesus’ time was too 
valuable to- be spent upon mere ‘children. It was then that 
Jesus spoke the words contained in our text today: “Suffer 
little children and forbid them not, to come unto me, for of 
such is the kingdom of heaven.” 

Jesus took the little ones up in his arms and healed and 
caressed them. When he said the kingdom of heaven was of 
little children, he meant that to enter the kingdom (the City 
of Peace within us), we must all be willing to learn. We 
must obey and foliow the teachings of the Spirit just as a 
little child would follow its mother’s teachings. We must 
listen to the Voice within and learn perfect obedience to it if 
we want to enter that beautiful kingdom where we will be 
well and happy all the time. 


Lesson 7, August 14. 
THE LABORERS IN THE VINEYARD—Matt. 20: 1-16. 


GOLDEN TEXT—Many that are first shall be last, and 
the last shall be first—Matt. 19:30. 

The story today is about a man who owned a vineyard 
and wanted men to work in it. Early in the morning he 
went out and hired some men, agreeing to pay them a shilling 
a day. Later on in the day he went out and got some more 
men, and still later some more, but he did not tell these men 
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how much he would pay them and they did not ask, but trusted 
him to pay what was right. At night when the men came 
for their money they were all paid a shilling. The men who 
had come early complained because they had worked longer 
than the others and received no more pay. But since the 
men asked only a shilling and the last men were willing to 
take what the owner would give, the last men got the best of 
the bargain. 


The owner of the vineyard represents the Spirit of God. The 
men who came first and agreed to work for a shilling are like 
those people who learn the truth just because it will help them 
get more money or clothes or some material thing. 

The men who came last are like those who learn the truth 
because they love it; who follow the Voice within that they 
may learn the law. 


The first kind of people may get the money all right 
but the last will surely get all the material things they need 
and besides that they will learn how to keep healthy and hap- 
py all the time. 

The teaching of the lesson is this—Do not bargain with 
the Spirit. Follow it with your whole heart and all good 
will be yours. 


Lesson 8, 


August 21. 
JESUS LEAVING JERUSALEM.—Matt. 20: 17-34. 


GOLDEN TEXT—The son of man came not to be min- 
istered unto, but to minister, and to give his life a ransom 
for many.—Matt. 20: 28. 

The lesson this week is one on unselfishness. 

When Jesus told his disciples that he was going to be 
crucified, two of them wanted to ask special favors of him 
when he should get to the kingdom of heaven. Jesus had 
visited at the home of these two brothers many times and they 
thought on that account that he would be partial to them, so 
they came with their mother to beg of him that one should 
be allowed to sit on the right hand and the other on the left 
hand of Jesus in the kingdom. Jesus told them that such 
favors were not his to give. He told his disciples that among 
them there should be no high or low but all should be equal. 
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The very highest among them, he said, would be a servant to 
them all. By that he meant that the one who would be really 
highest and worthiest would be the one who did the most lov- 
ing service for his brother. It is a lesson we all need to learn. 
So many people today strive for high position, thinking only 
of themselves. That is a mistake. One might attain the high- 
est possible position in the world and the soul not grow a bit. 

The little loving deeds and good we do are what make 
our souls grow more beautiful day by day, and it is the soul, 
you know, that makes the body grow more perfect. As we 
listen more to the Voice within and learn to be guided by it 
we will become more perfect in body. Then if because we 
have a sound body and bright mind we become great men and 
women that is all right. Then it is through soul growth and 
is unselfishness. The kind of people who gain success through 
truth and love are never selfish. 

Always remember that the right kind of success comes 
through obedience to the Voice within, true thoughts and un- 
selfish love for everything. 


Lesson 9, August 28. 
JESUS ENTERING JERUSALEM.—Matt. 21: 1-17. 


GOLDEN TEXT—Hosanna to the son of David. Blessed 
is he that cometh in the name of the Lord; Hosanna in the 
highest.—Matt. 21: 9. 

When Jesus entered Jerusalem he went to the temple of 
God. Now in those days people bought and sold in the tem- 
ple. That is, they had booths where they sold things and 
some of them were money changers. All these people Jesus 
drove out of the temple, for he said, “It is written that my 
house shall be called a house of prayer, but ye have made it 
a den of robbers.” 

The temple means our minds. The merchants and money 
changers are the dark, grasping, untrue, selfish thoughts. 
When we begin to listen to the Spirit within, it drives all 
these robbers out of our minds. For the temple of the Spirit 
should be a house of prayer—and prayer you know is just a 
desire for the good. So if we keep in our minds only a de- 
sire for that which is true, and drive out all selfish thoughts, 
we are obeying the command that the temple of our minds 
shall be a house of prayer. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


TAKES A JAUNT 


Wee Wispom’s birthday 

again and, my! but there are 

a lot of visitors. I peeped in- 

to the sanctum and actually it 

m\ was so full of visitors the door 

| wouldn’t close. But Ye Royal 

| Editor will entertain this year 

| for I am away, and here I am 

away off in the wilderness sit- 

ting in a tent, enjoying the love- 

liest breeze ever, and writing to 
you. 

There are just four of us, 

counting the pony and the little black dog. 

By the way you never saw the little black dog, did 
you? Well, maybe next month he’ll visit you. He’s the 
cutest little thing with his white shirt front. 

My, the clover smells sweet around here and the 
* birds are outdoing themselves to entertain us. 

We've only been here a few days and nothing very 
exciting has happened yet, but chiggers. Next month 
we'll tell you all about it. 

Meanwhile have a good time at the party. We send 
our love wrapped up in sweet clover, with the song of 
a little brown thrush tucked in the cover. 


THE BUTTERFLY. 


Painted with tips from the shining rainbow. 
Butterfly, butterfly, happy and gay, 
Sipping the flowers sweet, over the way, 
Spreading your wings to the breezes that blow. 
—Selected by Ruth and Ruby Fielder. 
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YE ROYAL WELCOME 


Blanche is off on a camping trip with Charlie, her 
big boy, and I am here all alone in the reception hall 
to extend a glad hand to the many little visitors who 
throng to Wee Wispom’s Sixteenth Birthday Party. 
Yes, this year she is “Sweet Sixteen,’ but she never 
grows up, for she knows that the heart of the child is 
the Kingdom of Heaven, so she stays the same inno- 
cent little girl she has always been. 

One of our Unity girls here celebrates her sixteenth 
birthday with Wez Wispom—Miss Tessie Wallace, sec- 
retary of the Unity Sunday School. She was born with 
Wee Wrsspom and has always been just as devoted to 
the Truth as her twin sister. 

Even as I write this, Dorothy comes bounding in 
and climbs up in my lap, demanding a story. Oh, yes, 
Dorothy is a “Wee Wis,” as our little children are often 
called, for the sake of a “nick name.” She is at the 
party, too, and has brought her “Dream” along as a 
gift to Wee Wispom. She is a sweet little girl of six 
and is a firm believer in the Christ Within. She will have 
some “Sermons” in the next issue. 


The picture of Hadley Royce came too late to ap- 
pear in the Birthday Number with his demonstrations 
but will appear next month. Our visitors are still ar- 
riving,—too late for the party. They will appear next 
time, however, and we shall welcome them just as much 
then. 


Well, my litle Wees, let’s strike up the music, and 
all sing a welcome to our children from every country of 
the globe—all bound in Unity by the Love of Wisdom. 

—Royat. 
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\ AUGUST, 1910. 


What tho’ the August sun beat hot 
Upon the fields of yellow grain, 
What tho’ the torrid West wind blow 

With all its might and main. 


The sun is making ripe the crop 

The hot West wind may bring a shower, 
It turns the windmill, pumping full 

The tank upon the tower. 


And so tho’ August seems to be 
Quite tiresome and hot, 

Dear Mother Nature thinks is best 
So criticise her not. 


Sa IF THERE IS A BLUE MARK at the end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite WEE Wispom to continue her visits to you 
You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many new treats 


for her readers, great and small. 


I, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance and I will fill 
their treasuries.” 


| 
| 


FORGET-ME-NOT 


’ I’m a dainty little blossom tho’ I’m not so 


very tall, 

I don’t nestle in the shadows at the corner 
of some wall, 

But I seek the open meadows where the 
grass~is waving high, 

For I love the golden sunshine and I love 

- . the bright blue sky. 


The pretty birdies come and sing and talk 
to me 

About the little baby-birds in their nests 
up in the tree. 

When night is falling softly down, the 
birdies fly away, 

And then I fold my leaves and bow my 
head to pray. 


Come back again to see me, 
You can quickly find this spot, 
And you really can’t forget me 
For I’m called “Forget-me-not.” 


—Virginia. 


